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PART THREE Continued.

Jabez' turned to look, then thought
lio wouldn't.

"And now," contlnuod Ursula,
"thcy'ro coming back Into tho car."

"Good-Bye,- " yolled Jabcz. Tho door
stuck, an car doors will. When tho
man In tho tan overcoat got It open,
laboz was one. Looking eagerly out
of tho window Ursula thought oho saw
n mnn scuttling liko u scared cat up a
lark little cross Btrect; sho thought

alio saw him take a header over an
ash barrel halt submerged in an old
nnow bank, but sho could not be
sure.

Then she turned back and began
gathering up what she could find of
Mrs. Hlggs' Christmas dinner. Sho
was so busy at this and so Intent on
Ignoring tho thirty-tw- o pairs of eyes
which were trying to bore holes In
lier, that she waa unaware that thft
conductor had come in and was stand-
ing over her.

"Fare, please," ho said, coldly.
"And," he added, "if that gent that
just skipped out was wld you, you
Mn pay for him, too."

Ursula began tumbling over tho
things In her lap. "I'm" in a sort of
sasp "I'm afraid," sho said, "that I
must have left my purse In tho auto-
mobile."

Tho conductor was not an amiable
man. "It makes no odds to the com-p'n- y

where you left It," ho began.
"Ten cents, please, now." But at this
moment a man who had been riding
on tho front platform with a turkey
camo back Into the car. "Here's your
ten cents," ho said, and sat in tho va-

cant place beside Miss Allen.
"I was taking this bird out to Mrs.

Callahan's," he observed in his prosaic
way as he tucked It between his feet.
"I'm glad I happened to bo on the

ame car."
It was Jones.
"I'm glad, too," said Ursula.
"Wo now return to tho man who fell

over tho ash barrel. McAdam, for It
was indeed he, was not hurt, for the
barrel was covered with a heap of last
week's snow, shoveled up there from
1ho street. He quickly decided that,
for the moment, he was safest where
"he was. He crouched down In tho
snow behind the barrel "with listening
car," as Slmkespearo says, waiting for
the chnso to go by. Two, three, five
minutes passed and nothing of the
sort happened. Only tho snow, in
which ho nestled, slowly melted
around him, became, In fact, uncom-
fortably slushy. Perhaps the pur-
suit was abandoned, or perhaps thero
was some trick about this apparent in-

activity. He would try to find out.
Cautiously ho lifted his head and

looked down tho street. Nothing to

nHHUf

"eSST" "ISN'T VC3UR.KA.11X ?$"

'bo scon at first but tho crowd hurry-
ing along tho well-lighte- avenue
where tho cars ran. nut whon ho
.looked again ho had tho doubtful sat-

isfaction of seeing two jllm figures
one unmistakably In a tan overcoat
lounging iu an entry near tho corner.

McAdam sagaciously reflected that
if, thoy remained so cheerfully ut Ihls
end of tho street it must bo because
they know there was no way for him

, to get out tho other. Perhaps thoy
' would giro him up evoutuully, but In

tho meantime How warm and dry
Delancey and Rev. Arthur must be In
the comfortable pollco station!

' 'Suddenly ho straightened up.
t "SliuclTe!" he murmured, "It's Chrlsti'

man ove. They'll be glad of a little
Qpeicp and good will onf their own U

"HI put it strong. Bay two
"hundred apiece." Ha reached back
io his hip pocket, where his Joy-dls- -
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penscr, still obese, unimpaired by tho
strny leaves which had fluttered from
It that evening, should have reposed.
You know what had become of It. Mc-

Adam, happily for him, did not. Ho
paddled around In tho snow in search
of It, then gavo It up nnd collected
from his various pockets his total
cash resources. They camo to two dol-

lars and fifty-fiv- e cents. Would tho
constables uccept his promlso to
pay? Ho was Inclined to think not.

He uttered a sigh of despair, for
without that friendly bulge In his hlp-pock-

ho felt fornaken Indeed, when
hlB eye chanced on a lighted window
acrosB tho street. "J. Schoenhoeven,"
wna printed on It, "wigs and cos-

tumes." And then his eye lighted
with hope.' "Saved!" he murmured.

Snatching his chance when a flro en-

gine went tearing down tho avenue
on Its way, no doubt, to some prema-
tura Santa Claus aflro in a Christmas
tree ho dashed across tho street, up
tho stairs, Into the shop.

"I'm going to a party tonight," he
said to the young man In charge. "I
want to wear something neat and
handsome that that'll keep my
friends from knowing me."

Ordinarily, McAdam had only to
appear to command respect, but fall-
ing over an ash barrel, staving in his
hat, and lying for half an hour In the
street had mado hlra a good deal less
impressive. At least it did not over-
power tho clerk.

"About what price?" he asked,
coldly.

Jabez looked a bit sick at that.
"Something about two-fifty,- " he said.

With a haughty wave of the hand,
the young man pointed to a dingy
heap upon the counter, tho last of its
race. "That's all wo havo at two-fifty,- "

ho said, and turned away with
his nose in the air, leaving poor Jabez
to paw over the disreputable, worn
and dirty garments and wigs which
looked as If they had done duty at
scores of maBciuerado balls In the
cheapest quarters of the city.

Reverend Arthur and Delancey
reached the Allen's house at exactly
eight o'clock, simultaneously with six
little girls from across the street. In
the hall thoy encountered Ursula. She
bundled the little girls off upstairs.

"And I must bo off, too," Bho said.
"We're just thiB minute up from din-

ner. Wo were dreadfully late getting
home, and I havo to dress. I wish I

had time to hear how you two got
out of jail."

"We didn't find It necessary to ac-

company tho officers to tho station "
began Reverend Arthur, coolly.

"We"
"I'll hear all about It later," sho In-

terrupted. "Now run along and help
Mr. Jonos with the Christmas treo in
tho music room; you know "

"Ah, Mr. Jonos Is here," said De-

lancey. "Has Mr. Mc "

"Mr. Jones dined hero," said Ursula,
turning toward the stairway. "You
must help him get through with the
tree, because ho has to dress. Ho is
going to bo my Santa ClauB, you
know."

My Santa Claus! If they had known
Bho regarded it In Just that light they
would havo fought for tho part them-
selves. Well, It was too late now.

So they went to the music room to
the menial occupation of "helping
.lones." nut Jones Bald they could do
nothing for him; indeed his expres-
sion of fact was bo vivacious when
they all but set flro to tho treo with a
clgarctto that they retired in good or-

der to tho great hall, where they
gloomily dlscusBed Jones and tho good
luck that seemed to attend him. Ho
certainly had scored on them more
than onco alroady In tho courso of this
eventful evening and their love for
him was not Increasing with notice
able rapidity.

"Think of him dining hero In his
morning coat," observed Delancey.

"Ho makes himself useful," said Rev-
erend Arthur. So they stood whoro
thoy commanded n view of the great
front door, lazily looked over tho now
arrivals and waited for Ursula's re
appearance on tho scene to make It
worth while taking part.

Jennies Btood by tho big door grand-
ly admitting tho guests. Tho bell rang
downstairs whoro ho could not hoar
it, but a footfall on the porch or tho
crunching of a carrlago in tho drlvo
told him when anyone was coming.
So ho was a good deal surprised not
to say startled, at hearing without any
preliminary sound whatever, a faint
rat-ta-t on tho door.

Ho opened It a llttlo way and was
still more surprised at seeing no ono
thero. Then, as ho waa about to closo
It again, ho waB electrified by a
hoarso whisper: '

"Open tho door. Let mo In."
Opening wider, ho mado out a dark

figure with a venorablo heard in 'tho
shadow of tho doorway. This waa
scandalous.

"Be off, now," ho said severely. "No
beggars allowed."

Beggar," said, tho hoarse voice, as
though something wore choking it.
"I'm a friend of Misa Allen's. Stand
aside, you fool, and let me in. Quick!
They'll boo mo in a minute,' '

"You Jook like a friend of hers!
You do indeed! Come, bo off now, or
ril,turn you over to tho police."

"I'm hor Santa Claus. Thnt'B why
I'm dresBod thiB way," shouted the ap-

plicant, furlouBly, but not forgottlng
caution bo far as td como out into tho'
light.

"You'ro drunk," said Jeamcs, ad-

vancing Into tho dark, courageously
intent on flinging tho Intruder off tho
porch.

It was a falBO move Disreputable
ho looked, drunk ho might be, but tho
unknown was certainly quick. Be-

fore Joamos had fairly got clear of
tho door ho had shot past him into
tho vcstlbu'lo.

Tho light rovealod tho full horror
of him, a tunic of grensy red cotton
flannel with draggled tufts of white
along tho edges. Red worsted tights,
of which tho loss said tho better. A
pair of yellow oilcloth boots, broken
rind muddy, and over his head and
shoulders a torn tanglo of frowsy
white hair. And this hideous travesty
proflgured Santa Clnus! Hero was
tho saint of Christmas, the Jovial old
gentleman who brought gifts to all
and about whose knees tho sweet llttlo
children wore to cling whllo ho strok- -
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ed their hair and patted their Innocent
cheeks.

Upon this blasphemous parody
Jeamcs sprang with a cry of horror.
But the parody was more than ho bar-
gained for, that was evident in less
than five seconds. However, rein-
forcements were at hand. Rev. Arthur
rushed to tho rescue, and a little be-

hind came Delancey.
Tho door stood wide open. Tho

scufllc was plainly to bo seen from
the street, and two men, one in a tan
overcoat, wore rushing across the
lawn, Intent on taking a hand of their
own In tho affair. Altogether It was
lively whllo it lasted. But It was
short.

As tho two men from outside dashed
up tho steps the big door Bwung to
with a click, and Jones, who had
closed It, said, in his quiet way:

"Get up. Get up. Don't you know
his volco? It's McAdam."

They scrambled to their feet. It is
snfe to say that unless they know his
volco they could hardly have recog-

nized him. Tho disguise by now, at
lenst, was effective.

They looked at him aghast. Then,
as thoy heard Ursula's step on tho
stairs, Jeames, with, as Shakespeare
says, "one auspicious and one
dropping eyo," helped him to his feet.

Jabez pulled off his wig and dropped
it on tho floor. Ho tugged impotently
at his beard. "Tho damned thing
won't como off," ho said, with some-
thing llko a sob. "It's glued on!"

Ursula stood boforo him. Pretty
much everyone else in the houso was
thoro, too, for the sound of tho scuffle
had been dudlblo all over It, but his
experience of tho last two hours had
reduced him to his element. Thero
was an epic simplicity nbout him. Ho
saw only Ursula.

"I've como back," ho said. "I want-
ed to B'peak to you, bo I camo back "

"Como in liere," said Ursula. Sho
led him through tho crowd Into a lit.
tlo reception room nnd closed the
door after her.

Jones herded tho mob back into
the drawing rooms. Joamos went
back and opened tho door again,
looking, oxcopt as to his eyes, as
though nothing had happoned. But
Rev. Arthur and P, Wilmerlng remain,
cd frozen whero thoy stood and gazed
at each other.

This is what was happening behind
that closed door.

"Boforo you say anything to mo,
Mr. McAdam, I warit to ask for your
good wishes," said Ursula. ,

"My good wlahes!" ho echoed.
Sho held out her hands and ho saw

that sho wore no rings but ono soli-

taire brilliant upon a third fluger,
It was a moment beforo ho compre-

hended,
"So my account Is closed dut," ho

Hnld. "I wasn't in timo to cover my
margins after nil."

"It wasn't a matter of time," said
Ursula, blushing a llttlo, "but you do
give mo your good 'wishes", don't you?"

"All of 'om," ho satd, shaking
hands. ''Can I have a cup of coffee?"

After he had had it he felt enough
better to look up his two rivals. He
found them at last, in an obBcuro cor

nor of tho groat hall, gloomlh, ho
would havo "said, watching tho festivi-
ties in tho drawing room';

Thoro waa a complex tissue of emo-
tions to bo road in his faco, but a
smilo of puro good humor dominated
it. ,

Ho had not asked Ursula which of
thcm was tho successful ono. At tho
tlmo ho hadn't cared. But now ho
was puzzled to, bb It wore, pick tho
winner. Whichever ho was, ho
looked oxnetly as tho' other must
feel.

."Well," said Jabez, with what cheer,
fulness ho could muster, "which ono
of you fellows do I congratulato?"

"What?" Bhoutod Reverend Arthur.
"What?" echoed Delancoy.
"Whoso ring 1b It sho's woarlng?"

demanded Jabez. "Ono of you ought
to know."

"Not I," said Rovorcnd Arthur.
Again echo nnBwered:

"Not I."
And then a sickening silenco envoi-ope- d

them. Jabez was merely puzzled,
but tho hearts of Reverend Arthur and
Delancey were llko lead In their bos-

oms, tho lights wore blurred in their
eyes and tho knowledge of defeat took
for the time all tho Joy out of llfo.
rNot one of the trio spoke, for there
was nothing more to be said.

In tho drawing room the tldo of fun
was rising steadily. Expectation stood
at tiptoe. It was nearly tlmo for tho
Christmas tree. For the moment tho
leaders of tho merriment had disap-
peared. Ursula and Jones were no
where to bo seen.

Weren't they, though?
Suddenly Jabez laid compelling

hands on tho other two. They turned
and followed, his look.

Thero were two figures in the dark
tho almost dark recess at tho far

end of the hall. This was a chfldrcu'a
party, but theso weren't children.

And then, In a moment, Reverend
Arthur and Mr. P. Wilmerlng Delan-
cey knew whero Jones had hung tho
mistletoe.

"I'm going to got out of this." said
Wilmerlng.

"I think I must be going myself,
said Reverend Arthur.

"I can't go," said Jabez.
"My car is here," said Delancey.

"Wo could make a dash "

"I never could get out to It," said
Jabez. "They're waiting for mo on
tho sidewalk."

"Possibly," hesitated Reverend Ar-

thur, "if 1 were to go first er
dressed in such a manner as to cre-

ate a diversion "

"Reverend!" exclaimed Jabez,
"you'ro a brick." Ho opened a door
that happened to bo at hand. "I guess
we can change clothes in here." ho
said.

Five minutes later Jones and Ur-

sula came upon the product of tho
metamorphosis. First they gasped
with astonishment and then howled
with delight while the reverend gen-

tleman wriggled in sheepish embar-
rassment. But a few words sufficed
to make clear to them the situation
and then they jumped into tho game
with a will, adding touches hero and
there to Reverend Arthur's pic-

turesque If not handsome costume.
"But you need tho wig to make you

complete," said Jones. "Hero It is."
Reverend Arthur had put his hand

to the plow. He put on the wig.
Delancey returned from n momen-

tary sortie to the carriage drive. "My
man has the motor going," ho report- -
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ed, "and there isn't snow enough to
bother us. Wo can bo off in a min-

ute."
Reverend Arthur shook hands with

Ursula, walked Into the vestibule nnd
JameB lot him out Into tho night

From a window they watched him
as ho vaulted tho low fence and sped
down, the' street pursued by a volcanic
figure in a tan overcoat,

"Nowl" cried Ursula. "Now is your
tlmo! Oh, don't stop. Good luck!
Merry Christmas to all of you!"

Thoy were gone. Jones alone re-

mained at her side only Jones!
THH END.
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Givers,
With some give

And never mind the
They know tho gifts they will receive

Are sure to nice.

g

When Christmas tlmo comes round seomi
As though the long, long years

Roll back and lake away our carea
And dry up all our tears;

1 don't know 'why Is, but when
Tho great day cornea along

I get to feelln' young again,
And kind of turn to song,

And whistle and go on Just llko
A boy would. I'll be bound,

Tho old world seems brighten up n
Christmas time comes round. '

I'm tickled tho Jumpln Jack '

And all them' kind of
like watch the toys that play
By wlndln' up the springs,

And somehow don't know why
Love seems fill the air,

And I forget I've
Or troubles anywhere;

And every little while I sort
Of listen for the sound

Of voices that have long been still,
When Christmas time comes round.

1 wish that I was Santa Claus v

And had a magic sleigh,
To visit all the who

Look forward the day
The orphans and the cripples and

The poor folks everywheres
All children that are good and kind

And don't forget their prayers;
I'll bet you that they'd all be glad

When thoy got up and found
Their stockln's fairly bustln'out,

When Christmas lime come

Ob, happy time of JlngHn' bells -

And hlll3 all white with snow;
Oh, Joyful day that takes back

To care-fre- e long ago I

I wonder up there above
Where happy angels roam

They do not get thlnkln' of
The happy times home,

And turn, fancy, back once moro
To listen the sound

Of voices that have long been still,
When Christmas time comes round?
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Many a woman is known by tho
Christmas presents sho takes back to
bo exchanged.

If thero Is a Christmas season in
heaven tho department store clerk
will hardly want to go there.

Tho woman who looks for the price
mark on her present generally gets
mad if she finds it.

A good thing about some Christmas
presents is that they don't last more
than u day or two.

Peoplo who put off buying things
they really need until after Christmas
hardly ever find them in their stock-
ings.

Some people don't permit their chil-

dren to believe In Santa Claus be-

cause they selfishly want all tho cred-

it themselves.

If Santa Claus were a woman
Christmas would always have to bo
postponed for a few days while Bho

administered tho finishing touches.
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A Warning to Lprs.
"What was the happiest momont of

your life, dear?" sho asked.
"It was when you said yes, darling,"

ho replied.
Sho sighed and permitted her cheek

to reBt against his breast for a long
time. Then sho said:

"Harry, do you remember that dia-

mond ring wo looked at in Blazom's'?
I was there yesterday and they had it
still. What a splendid ChriBtmas pres-

ent it would make."
After ho had reached the next room

ho whispered to himself:
"That's always the way. Never

told a lie in ray life without having
immediate cause to be Borry for it"

Why the Colonel Gave It Up.
"Colonel," said tho beautiful grass

widow, "why is it you so strongly ob-

ject to the exchanging of Christmas
presents?"

"I'll tell you," ho replied. "I used
to bo as crazy as other peoplo over
the sending of gifts. There was a
ulrl that I thought a good deal ot la
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t those days, and a sister of mlno who
had been married only a couplo ot
years was made glad by tho arrival of
a little ono only about a month before
Christmas. I thought a nice present
for her would bo a book on the caro
and nursing of Infants. So I bought
It. At tho same tlmo I bought a very
handsome volume of poems for tho
girls."

"Yes?"
"They got mixed. I believe this

Christmas present business is all fool-
ishness."

Candor.
"If I wcro to catch you under tho mis-

tletoe would you try to Bet away?"
"Of course I should but I feel almost

sure that I 3hould not succeed."
S. E. Klser.

An Exchange.
"What did your mistress give you

for Christmas?"
"A box of cheap handkerchiefs."
"What did you give her?"
"A week's notice."

A Lucky Man.
He sees tho sun through spreading rlfti

Ho hears the wind sing songs of cheer
His wife will buy no Christmas gifts

And havo them charged to him this
year.
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FAIR WARNING TO SANTA CLAUS.

There ain't no Santa Claus, I gues3, or If
thero Is, why ho

Except and
ring.

year I
And magic lantern

and goat that I
can train to
buck.

And mebbo a four-blad-

knife, if
ho has one to
Bparc,

But I've told him
plain and honest
that I don't want
things to wear

111 try to keep
till he

comes around
onco more,

But got to do
much better than
ho ever dono be-

foro:

Don't know so very
much about book-Itcepl- n',

seems to
mo;

I ast lilm for soma
rabbits and a
pair of skates
ono year,

And all he left was
nothln' but a lit-

tle sister here.

And last year when
I wrote to him I
said I'd llko a
sled

And ono of theso
here spaniel dogs
that's kind of
brownish red;

But blame the luck,
I didn't git a soli-
tary thing

a cap and overcoat plated
napkin

I've wrote him this that want a
er truck

a

he's

UPiUjji

If he vbrings another sister in tho placet
' of what I'd like,

Why, I'll quit bellevln' in hlo from that
minute, th old Ike!
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